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But When the Sympathetic L

Officers Who Were Told That
She Had Been Ill in a Hospital §
Saw the Pictures of Her at
the Venetian Ball---Well! That
Was Just the Last Straw That

Broke the Camel’s Back!

tives, process servers, attorneye, and

aven the sheriff of New York County,
had been trying to serve a summons upon
Mrs, Preston Gibson. Mrs. Gibson ig now
the wife of the well-known playwright and
social leader. Before that she was the wife
of Captain Alexander Dallas Bache Pratt,
whom she divorced. She is a grand-daugh-
ter of Henry H. Rogers, the Standard Oil
capitalist, and a cousin of Mrs, Caruso.
Mrs. Pratt is very beautiful and, of course,
has the entree Into the highest circles
everywhere,

Not at all the kind of lady, you would
say, to be the objective ol scores of de-
tectives and process servers, and even the
gheriff of New York County. And not atl
all the kind of light that could hide under
a bushel and play hide and seek with them
for over a year.

Yet, go it was. Just before Mrs. Pratt
became Mrs. GGibson she had bought some
jewels and had given a promissory note
for $2,539 for them. She had failed to take
up the note, suit had been brought and the
summons had been issued ordering Mrs,
Gibsgon to come to court and defend her-

selfl
And for over a vear all this array of
officers had failed to find her and hand her

that little paper.

Now, at last, in mid-November, they had
closed in upon her. Serving of the sum
mons seemed fnevitable. Just then, on
1the morning of November 205, Assistant
Deputy Sheriff William Lee received fhe
nicest little letter from Mr. Preston Gih-
gan, the husband. It had been written and
post-marked the day previous, and read:

“Dear Mr. Lee:

“Your letter to Mrs. Gibson rec'd,
“] am sorry, but she has been quite

fIl in the hospital and went to the

country Sat. for a rest.

“I expect she will be in town Friday.

Will let you know.

“Thank you for your courtesy In the
matter. Very truly yours,
“PRESTON GIRNSON.”

Immediately the attorneys for the prose-
cution were communicated with. They
were sympathetic. So were all the proeess
servers and detectives. Wouldn't it be a
gshame to harass any further heautiful
Mrs. Gibson when she had just left the
hospital and must be at the best weak and
depressed? f

Indeed it would, they a<reed. And =o
they called the matter off until Friday,
November 26.

On Tuesday night, November 23, the
Venetian Ball, a gay rout of masks In
which all fashionable society turned them-
salves loose, was given. And the next
morning all the New York newspapers
carried news of it and pictures of notable
participants.

Attorneys for the prosecution, detectives,
process servers and the sherifl’s office each
turned to their favorite paper—turned,
stiffened and looked at each other, dazed

“Impossible!”™ exclaimeg all of them.

“It ean’t be!"” they exclaimed again.

And again they read carefully the cap-
tlon under a most striking photograph of
a most strikingly healthy and cheerful
lady in a most striking costume.

FOR more than a year private detec.

“Well, this is the limit!" they groaned
together.
For the photograph upon which they

gazed was that of Mrs. Gibson, the sup-
posedly poor, suffering lady who had just
come out of the hospital! And the text
under the plcture very plainly stated that
this was Mra. Gibson as she had appeared
at the Venetian Ball the night before, and
the articles all Indicated that among those
present she had been vne of the very
merriest!

But before going more fully into the de-
tails of that harrowing disillusion and what
followed cloge upon it, everyone will want
to know, of course, how Mrs. Preston Gib-
son, soclal leader, going everywhere, flit-
ting from Newport to New York, to Palm
Beach, out West, and anywhere the fancy
beckoned, shopping, dining, entertaining
and being entertained everywhere, could
have played hide and seek successfully for
a vear from all those officers of the law
who were hunting her.

It was on July 18 of 1919, shortly after
her divorce from “Aleck™ Pratt, that the
present Mrs. Gibson dropped in on an
exclusive Fifth Avenue jeweller and se
jocted some $2500 worth of gew-gaws,
She did not have the cash with her, but she
was Mra, Alexander Dallas Bache Prati,
vou know—and just send the bill. The
firm was dubloug, very; people who headed
thie lists of fagshion were often much harder
to get to pay their billa than those who

‘1" unknown even to the bottom of

. t

vod  then, frankly, Mrs. Pratt wasn'l

% an Al credit customer in the con-
] books of the guild of merchants,
wney her grandfather had left her

ar ely tled up in a trust fund, and
u it wans reported that she had
o0 m o year to spend-—well, the best

could be sald was that she was not
o Al credit customer. Still, the firm

didn’'t want 10 offend her. Maybe Madame

would give a promissory note, due In two

months, for the jewels; then she could

take away her purchages and not be both-

ered with bills, Would Madame?
Madame would, and did,

Cheerfully the jewellers put the
It when the note came due

note
away. Mrs.
Prait didn't pay, it would be easy to sum-
mon her to court and make her. So easy,
they thought, with Mrs. Pratt golng every-
where and being entertained everywhere
and figuring all the time in the social news
of the papers, which told practigally day
by day just what ghe had been doing and
was going to do.  Yes; they'd have no
trouble in getting hold of Mrs. Alexander
1. B, Pratt!
The note became due

and was returned by \
the bank, protested, \ 3
with the report that no
funds could he found to
pay It. A few days
later Mr, Mever Boskey,

attorney for Jacques,
Gems and Precions
Stones, the jowellers,
began legal action

against Mrs. Pratt to re-
cover the delit. A sum
mons was issned, order
Ing her to appear and
defend the complaint.
'niil Mrs, Pratt was
handed this writ, per-
sonally, or her own at-
torneys accepted
viee for her, the suit, of
course, could not go on.

But that was all right,
oh, yes! An experienced
process server, who had
sorved legal papers for
Mr. Boskey for many
yearsg, would go right
up to the Plaga, or
wherever it was Mrs,
Pratt was living, and
hand her the summons,
He hopped out, prom-
Icing that he would be
hack long before lunch.

But he wasn't, It
was a weary and puz
2led process server who
reported late that day [
that he had heen every-
where and just couldn’t
find Mrs. Prati any
where. They wouldn't
give him any satisfac-
tion at the Thotel,
wouldn't let him walt
around and, besides, he
wouldn't  know  Mrs.
Pratt if he saw her. Tle
had bheen to the man-
«ion' of her father, Mr.
William E. Benjamin,
but the butler had said
she wasn't there. Ile
had looked in at half a
dozen charity affairs, hoping 10 have
her pointed out to him. But there
had been nothing doing. Well, better
luck next day, maybe.

And the next day afd the next
were the same.

By that time, though, the process
servers—two of them were now on
the job—had trled to [familiarize
themselves with Mrs. Pratt’'s appear-
ance by studying a mass of her pic-
tures. They began to get a little
riddy. 1t is a curious fact that al.
though it is said that the camera
cannot lle, no two snapshots of any-
body ever look quite the same, and it
takes a genius like Sherlock Holmes
to pick out, as a rule, the original of
any of them.

So the process sgervers weren't
helped so much by the pictures. In
fact, they were hindered. After ac-
costing various indignant ladies who
denled being Mrs. Pratt and threat-

K.

ened to make trouble for some
body, and "“as for such impudence, they
never did hear of such a thing,” the writ

servers developed a straln of super-caution
Several times they were sure that it was
Mrs. Pratt who stepped Into a high-power
car that she drove hergelf, but the car wus
too quick for them to follow,

Yet Mre, Pratt was certainly all around
town. Down In Attorney Boskey's office
a new department had been formed, whose
gole duty It was to RO OVer every news.
paper, magazine and soclety journal to try
to find clues to her.

And just about this time Mrs. Pratt ran
away to Greenwich with Preston Gibson
and was married by a justice of the peace
there. The papers were full of it and the
subsequent rupture of relations between
herself and her parents, who couldn't see

twice-divorced Mr. Gibson at all as a son-*

inlaw, and made no bones about coming
right out in the papers and saying so. Now
and then a reporter got to Mra, Gibson, the
former Mrs. Pratt, but the process gervers
—naver. She certainly seemed to have an
uncanny way of keeping out of thelr way.

(9 JNTERNATIONAL

This Is the Picture of
Mrs. Preston éilnon——
So Apparently Happy
and Bouncingly Healthy
—That Met the Amazed

A Eyea of the Officers the Morning After Her Husband Had Written Them That
the Poor Pursued Lady Had Been Quite 11l in the Hospital.

Mr. Preston Gibson.

They tell a story of a swain who came
a-courting his girl, When he rang the hell
her brother appeared and threw him down
the steps He went right back and her
father did the same thing to him He
tried again and they both threw him into
the street. And ag he was going up the
steps for a fourth time he stopped. An
Idea had struck him

“Well, I'Il be switched,” he
don’t believed they want me

Like that suiftor, the alttornevs for
jewelers decided that Mrs. Pratt
want to be gerved with that wreit!

S0 the harassed officers in pursuit of her
called in the ald of private détectives
They also, as Attorney Doskey was later
to tell In the aflidavit to the Supreme
Court of New York, “"tontinued to trv to
find her whereabouts by making inquiries
at different newspapers, different hotels,
agencies and magazines devoted to so-
called eociety news, bhut without success.”

aald. i
in that house."
the
didn’t

They aleo continued (o telephone, ag woll
as to write letters, to Mr., Eliot Norton
whom they had discovered to be attorney

ic) 1981, Totermationad Feature Hetvice, lne,

"
\

' A

:, (ithson, but w!lhr\mnhuri!y to
accept service for her of theW it

for Mrs

The voor old writ! It was getring pretty
badly mussed up and decrepit by this time
with all the constant handling' A nice,
new, clean one took its place,

The detectives didn’t have any laek As
My cavse, “They were on their
honevmoon amd that made it havder, be-
canse naturally where they had gone svonld
he kept ecret and none of her fends
geemed to know, Ordiparily it 1= easy to
trace o well-known a person’s whereabonts
through acquaintances”—but, well, this was

b i\l'l\-

certainly different,

Then the subpoena began traveling, Mr,
Norton had written that “Mrs, Gibzon re-
sidee in Newnort, R, 1| Sinee 1 believe
that is her legal residence, any mail ad-
dressed to her there will be forwarded
wherever she may be”

Right up in the mails went the sum-
mong to Newport, addressed to Attorney

Boskev's correspondents there, And back
it came with a letter, saying that “Mrs.
Preston Gibson has not been In Newport
this Summer. | am informed she is in Cali-
fornia and is not*coming here. 1 have had
geveral writs in the hands of the sheriff
for service upon her, and as yet have not
been able to make service because of her
abrence,"”

Off to Californla went the writ, And
thereafter, like Mary's famous little lamb,
wherever Mra, Gibson was reported to be
there the writ was gure to go—Palm Beach,
Coronado, White Sulphur Sorings,

As Attorney Boskey somewhat wearily
puts it:
“The Gibsons rurely traveled about a

Great Britein Rights Weserved,

No sooner would we learn that
really was in Newport and get in
tonch with an agent there, when we would
learn from him that he had tried to serve
the subpoena and that she had left town,
Next day he® might find that she was really
back in town or hadn't actually left. Cali-
fornia was worse. It takes four days at
the quickest to get a letter through, and
by the time the summons reached our
agente there «he would be stopping some-
where else!™

In October of last yvear, after twelve full
monthe of this hide and seck, the Gibgons
came definitely back to New York and
gettled down temporarily at No. 14 Easc
Sixtieth sgtreet

Right away Mr. Doskey telephoned
Gibron answered,

Mr., Gibgon wanted to know what it was
all about, anvway, Gasping a little at this,
AMr Doskey explained and launched into a
recital of hiz year's eflorts Mr. Gibaogn,
intimating that he had no time to listen
to the story of anyvbody's life, wanted to
know what Mr HRoskey wanted, anyway,
Mr. Boskey, controlling himself with dread.
ful effort, repeated that he wanted to serve
the summons, Mr, Gibzan doubtfully an-
awered that he'd have to ask Mrs. Gibson
abount that

After n while he cama back and reported
that Mrs Gibson wouldn't congent to be
gerved pnd advised Mr., Boskey to eall up
Mr. H. Freeman, of East Twenty-eighth
street, who was Mra. Gibson's agent,

Mr, Freeman said he was arranging Mr
Gibgon's finances as best he could, hut
that she didn’t have a cent to pay the debt
alt the present time: wouldn’t have until

zood deal.

gle

Mr,

And This Is Mrs. Gibson in One of the Swift
Automobiles That the Process Servers

Couldn't Follow.

the litigation which she had started

against her father was gettlad. Mr. Bos-
key needn’t have any fear about Mrs. Gib-
gon going away though. She had taken a
five-yeur lease on a house at gyo. 159 East
Sixtyv-ihird New York. Mr. Free-
man was very discouraging about service.

Mrs. Gibson didn't want to be annoyed by
serviee, he said; there wasn't any use try-
ing, for she wouldn't permit herzelf to be
served or allow anybody to enter her
apartments, or stick around the hotel; in
fact, she had given striet instructions to
this eflect to the management,

Mr. Boskey thought all this over. |If
Mrs. Gibson had money enough to take an
expensive house up in the Sixty-thirds she
cortainly had enough to pay thar jewelor's
bill! But, also, Mr. Freeman had go.:
quite fully into the details of the lit gation
between Mrs. Gibson and her father. Lir
Iloakey did a lit:le detective work of uf
own. Ile had the various complaints a1
affidavits on file looked up and their d:ies
ecorded, And what Mr, Boskey =¢'d and
thought when he saw that dav after a4 v
when his poor process had been travel
ling from Newport to New York and Ta <
sgain and to CaMfornia and Palm Be
Mrs. Gibson had been right in New Y.«
«izning those papers!

This was too much! He sought the ail
of the Sherif of New York, Assiasnt
Shert lee started ont to serve the snm-
mons. He met snave Mr. Gibson. Mr
Gibson promised to let him meet Mrs.
Gibson. Time after tima he promised.

After a while the sherii"s goat, figura-
tively speaking, bezan hleating londly, join-
ing the lusty e¢horus of those others who
had tried before him. He sent a perempt-
ory demand for a show down, and it was in
answer to it that he received that sweetiy
wild letier from Mr., Gibson gquoted at the
beginning. It was a good letier and it
touched evervbody. All the officers from
the Sherilf down had a clear mental image
of a poor, pallid woman being carried out
of a hospital in'o an automobile and go-
ing to same quet, restful shelter to try to
recover stren<th enough to come to town
on Friday and accept at last that sum-
mons, They wounldn't distnrb her, no.

They came down to their offices next
morning with a strong sense of virtus and
ipproving consc'ences.  They had with-
Ield the elub of the law from the head of
the weak, they had tempered justice with
merey and had succored the suffering.

Reading over the sociely columns had
by this time hecome a habit, however, and
cuite naturally they turned to accounts of
tle Venetian boll, a dazzling, gorgeous,
colortu! and noisy rout which had begua
carly the night before and ended late that
morning. All the beauty and chivalry of
New York fashionable society had been
there and the newspapers had given quito
o ot of space to it,. They skimmed over
the details and then snddenly their atten-
tion was riveted, one by one. They had
come across a name!

Mrs, Preston Gihson!

Yez~—Mrs, Preston Gibson had been at
the Venetian ball!

Mra, Gibson, whose husband had written

atreet,

that “she has been quite i1l in the hospital
and went to the ecountry Sat. for a
rest”™ had not only been there, but if re-

ports were truoe had been one of the jol-
liest, gavest, happiest of them all,

And to clinch the reports there were
actually pietnres of her asg she had lookd
at the ball. They scanned the photographs
minntely,  Mrs. Gibson appeared plump
and well fed, almost buxom. No trace of
lilness in her figurae. And no trace of it or

reed of rest in the dazzling smile thoe
camera had canght!  Very well and tif,
indeed, did Mrs. Gibson look in her eos-

tume; while the costume itself bore evi-
dence of ensting well nigh as much as was
culled for by the sult the weary and worn
subpoena was to institute,

Down, with mercy! Let justice be done
and the chips fall where they might!'

Attorney Boskey sent to the Supremn
Court of New York an affidavit in which
I'e set forth the various moves In Mre,
Gibgon's game of hide and sgeek with the
subpoena, and ended It with the exhibite
cf Mr, Giibson's letter to the Sheriff, the
rewapaper clippings of the Venetlan ball
ond Mpe, Gibson's published photographs
in connection with it. He asked that the
Supreme Court pnt an end to this “de-
liberate evasion™ of service by allowing ser-
viee of the summons simply by leaving it
at Mrs, Gibson's home,

And Justice Geigerich promptly Issued
an order allowing such service.

Now Mrs. Gibson will have to come inio
court or settley
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